RENDEZVOUS IN HELL

restrained himself. "No anger, Simon/' he thought. He knew that
what Jean-Noel had said was untrue, if for no other reason than because
of the size of the sum; stories of that nature were not paid for as dearly
as that. But he realized that it could become true, and that the young
man was quite capable, even for a lesser sum, of putting his threat into
execution.

Simon could procure three hundred thousand francs, even if it were
a question of asking a few people who were under great obligations to
him to finance Jean-Noel's company. And a moment before this had
been precisely what he had had in mind.

But throughout his life Simon had never yielded to threats of this
kind. Nor would he yield today, and to a boy. "No anger, no anger,"
he repeated to himself.

But his expression, the way he held his head and shoulders had
altered involuntarily, so that when he took a step towards Jean-Noel,
the young man retreated. Jean-Noel was afraid, with an elementary,
immediate fear that he had not known since childhood, since he had
trembled in the presence of his giant grandfathers anger. And now it
was a similar anger, the anger of a strong mature man that Simon
showed.

"You thought up this little trick on your own, did you?"

Jean-Noel made no answer.

"You know what it's called, what you're trying to do, don't you?"
Simon went on. "Blackmail, and of the most dastardly kind, if there
are degrees in the particular form of infamy that consists in using a
service done you to turn it against the man to whom you owe it.
Monsieur le Baron Schoudler, descendant of Academicians, Marshals
and Governors of the Bank of France, you're a cowardly little runt
who'd sell his friends, his sister and his country to get himself out of a
scrape into which his vanity and his desire to make money by doing
nothing has landed him. Now, sit down and listen to me. If you ever
try to put your little project into practice, supposing you can find an
editor foolish enough to do it, both you and he will find yourselves in
prison within twenty-four hours. Because anything that touches the
Ministry of War may be considered an official secret concerning the ex-
ternal security of the State, and I shall see to it, my young friend, that
you are tried by court-martial. If you really want to do a term in the
Sante, you'll do better, believe me, to go there as an insolvent debtor
rather than for divulging information concerning the higher organiza-
tion of the Army. Now, as to your cinema business, you'll go and find
this Sabillon and your other partners and tell them they must make
restitution of the government subsidy to the purposes for which it was
granted, and within a week; failing which, you will be prosecuted for
embezzlement and they will be prosecuted for receiving. As for cover-
ing your cheques, you'll do well to talk to them about that too, for if
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